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wooden bunks; no springing, no mattress, no cupboards,
and only one hook—three inches above one of the bunks,
and therefore useless.   There was a small table by the
window with a very dirty cloth on it.   After the train had
started we were each issued with a greasy palliasse, two
dirty sheets, and a blanket.   The issue included some bed
bugs.   My companions for the journey were a young lady
from the information bureau of the Intourist Hotel at
Murmansk,  an N.K.V.D.1  colonel, a  Soviet merchant
seaman (chief engineer on a coastal vessel).   The girl came
in first after me and wiped the rain off her hair (she had no
hat); then the N.K.V.D. colonel, who took off his great-
coat and went out into the corridor (where he spent a great
part of the journey);   then the merchant seaman.   The
merchant seaman immediately broke the ice.   Were we
all going to Murmansk?   He had just had a holiday,
given to him by the Government after four years in
Murmansk.   He had been to Sochi and the Crimea.   Ob,
the grapes and apples there!   Tied to the top of his luggage
was a full-size tommy gun, made out'of wood, with a loud
rattle, when you turned a handle.   He got it in Moscow
"yesterday for his son.   'See how it goes—hands up!*
Then he pointed it to the N.K.V.D. colonel, who smiled
faintly and turned his back.   The sailor winked at us and
grinned, showing a row of enormous stainless steel teeth.
The sailor knew the ropes.   He unpacked a towel, soap,
half-a-dozen parcels of food, an onion, half an apple, a
knife, and an aluminium water bottle (a trophy from a
dead German, he told us).   He went along to the attendant's
compartment and returned with the flask full of hot water.
He dropped in a little tea, had a drink, got his issue of
bedding, climbed up to his bunk, and went to sleep.
The Intourist girl knew some English and wanted to,
practise it.    She told me she had been in Murmansk
through one year, and had just had a month's holiday with
her parents in Belorussia.   Their home in Minsk had been.
1 N.K.Y.D. is the modern successor to the O.G.P.IL

